1878
New Year's Day
fa the lane between Great and Little Fine Street I met James
Davies, my churchwarden. He took off his hat with a profound
and courteous bow and 'the compliments of the season* and turning
conducted me to his house where I saw his wife and daughter Jane
and grandniece. They were all most kind and courteous. 'I should
not Eke to insult you, Sir, this morning/ said the handsome grey-
haired grey-eyed churchwarden, 'but will you drink a glass of my
home-made cider?' So I did and drank their healths all round, while
he signed the paper declaring that I had read the 39 Articles and the
Declaration of Assent thereunto.
Wednesday, 2 January
A thick dark mild morning with a Scotch mist. Showed my father
round the garden and over the Church. He was much pleased with
everything. The house and garden were much larger and more
beautiful than he had supposed. Both he and my mother are de-
lighted with the pkce. My Father especially admired the old Nor-
man I2th or 13th century work in the Church and more particularly
the South doorway arch and the carving over the Devil's Door (the
North door).
Friday, 4 January
In the Standard yesterday there was a leading article on the election
of John Henry Newman to an honorary fellowship at Trinity
College, Oxford, which interested my dear Father much. He re-
members Newman well at Oriel. He told me that some years after
he had left Oxford, Uncle Francis, who had letters of introduction
to Newman, called upon him when he was Vicar of St. Mary's. He
spoke to Newman about my Father. 1 remember him well/ said
Newman, 'he left a fragrant memory behind him in Oriel/
Saturday, $ January
Speaking of the blowing of the Holy Tliorn and the kneeling
and weeping of the oxen on old Christmas Eve (to-night) Priscilla
said, *I have known old James Meredith 40 years and I have never
known him far from the truth, and I said to him one day, "James,
tell me the truth, did you ever see the oxen kneel on old Christmas
Eve at the Weston?" And he said, "No, 1 never saw them kneel at
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